ROSANNA

renewal, and you have your place in the revenue snug be-
sides.3

e You don't know whom you are speaking to, Mr. Hopkins,3
said Simon, looking over his shoulder, with cool and easy
contempt. * The OJDoughertys are not accustomed to per-
juring themselves; and it's a trouble I would not take for any
man, if he were my own father even ; no, not for all the
places in the revenue that ever were created, nor for all the
bank-notes ever you cheated mankind out of, Mr. Hopkins,
into the bargain. No offence. I never talked of cheating,
till you named perjury to me; for which I do not kick you
downstairs, in the first place, because there are no stairs, I
believe, to my house ; next, because, if there were ever so
many, it would be beneath me to make use of them upon any
such occasion; and, lastly, it would be quite too much trouble.
Now we comprehend one another perfectly, I hope, Mr.
Hopkins.3

Cursing himself, and overwhelmed with confusion, Mr.
Hopkins withdrew. Proud of himself, and having a story to
tell, Simon O3Dougherty hastened to Rosanna, to relate all
that had happened to the Grays, and to congratulate them, as
he said, upon his own carelessness.

The joy with which they listened to Simon's story was
great, and in proportion to the anxiety they had suffered.
In less than half an hour's time, they received a mean, sup-
plicating letter from Hopkins, entreating they would not ruin
his reputation, and all his prospects in life, by divulging what
had passed ; and promising that the mill-stream of Rosanna
should be returned to its proper channel, without any expense
to them, and that he would make a suitable compensation in
money, if they would bind themselves to secrecy.

It will easily be guessed that they rejected all his offers
with disdain: the whole affair was told by them to Mr.
Molyneux, and the next day all the neighbourhood knew it,
and triumphed in the detection of a villain, who had long been
the oppressor of the poor. The neighbours all joined in re-
storing the water to the mill-course; and when Rosanna mill
was once more at work, the village houses were illuminated,
and even the children showed their sympathy for the family of
the Grays, by huge bonfires and loud huzzas.

Simon O'Dougherty's landlord was so much pleased by
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